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ToaLady, being detain’d trom Vifiting 
her by a Storm. By G. F. 


O poor Leander view'd the Scftian Shore, 
CI WhilftWindsandW avesoppos'd bisPaffageo're 
More moift with Tears, becaufe by Floods 
(reflrain'a, 
Than in thofe Floods bad be bis wifh obtain'd , 
So drown’d, yet burnt within, upon the Banks 
(he lean'd 3 


iZean’d begging Calms, and as be begging lay, 

ai mplor’d with Sighs the Winds, with Vears the Sea. 
One wow d have thought by all theje AZixtures fent, 

 Toraife a fecond greater Storm he meant. 


Fuft fo whilft kept from you by Storms, | weep, 
TheWinds mySighs myTears augment the Decp; 
With flowing Eyes | view the difiant fide, 

The {pace which parts us does ry felf divide ; 
Flere’s only left the poor external Part, 

Whit you, where eer you muve, poffefs my Heart. 
Depriv'd of Love and your bleft Sight, [ Die, 
Whilft you the Firft, and ftorms the Laft deny. 
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To an Affected Miftrifs, whoturn’d her 
Cheek when he Ky/s’4 her. By S. P. 


YE! why this Coynefs, this adoe, 
KE Why’s the Cheek turn’d to me ¢ 
Such Kifles won't go down you kuow, 

They too affected me. 
W’bo loves to Kifs a Plaifter’d Face, 
Or lick your Paints and Oi, 
Wherewith you Daub o’er ev'ry Face, 

And wholefome Nature /poil ° 
Pray why’s your Afouth more nice than mine 2 

I’m as found, without offence : 

Aty Lips too fuck in as good Wine, 

And utter better Senie. 

Vd bave thee, Celia, (to be plain) 

Do as you ought to do: 

Love, and you {hall he Lov’d again, 

Kifs me, and VI Kifs you. 





On Cloe keeping Lext, immediately aiter 
the Death of her Husband. By 8. P. 
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Loc deny’d, by cruel Fate, 
4 The Comforts of a Bride, 
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And let the Other Want. 
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The Fear, 


I. 

S”™: Julia, let me watch that Tear, 

Leaft the vich drop glide from thine Eye 
The Meteor fparkics in its Sphere, 

But fail’ to impure Earth, will Die ; 

Yet where it is, it cannot ftay, 
For fee the Sun-beams come in fwarms to prey, 
And {ip the rich delicious Guice away. 


2. 

Into this Viol let it fall----- 

See, Julia, bow it {parkles through : 
Well may thofe Eyes prevail on All, 

Wooje Tears bave killing glances too. 
If folid as a Gem it were, 
No Gem cowd vie with this Tranfparent Tear ; 
The Eye that wept it only cai compare. 


It shail be fo, 1 will convert 
This Tear ? aGem, ’tis Feazable , 
For laid near Julia’s Frozen Heart 
? : ° 
Twill to a Diamond congeal. 
And yet if I confider well, 
Thefe Tears of Julia’s can fore-bode no ill, 
The Froft is breaking when fuch Drops diitill. 





nme so 





Extempore Lines on the Death of Old 
Isennet the News Cryer. 
Ame! Ceaje to found thy Trumpet on our Shore, 
Bennet, thy Younger Brother, is no more ; 
He who ainus’d us long with Shim,Sham, Slaughter, 
Lun hbimfelf out of Breath, and's Dead------ 
No matter 





A Riddle. By Mrs. Sarah Phillips. 


Bout the Fair | claim a deftin’d part, 
LY The moft obdurate my Emibraces Court : 
Tire Pouthful, Aged, Vertuons, and the Light, 
Alike to my improving Arms fubmit y 
The Coy-Maid puns not me: Pride loves me mojt 
(for I of very many Graces boaft) 
Nature of alt the Fairs Stas framed, defigwd 
That l (howd only bet a few unkind ; 
By Princes aud Plebeans 7 am worn, 
ict oft Torment the Perfons I adorn 
(And as intruders on your Mirth are Cursd, 
At Balls and Feafts I'm generally wort) 
No Fait can fee the Object of ber Will, 
Which takes not niy Protection with ber fiill : 
ln various Shanes my faithful part’s perform’d, 
Um one while Beautitul, and one Deformd - 


Sometimes 














Somctinges.in Silks | flaum my time away, 
Antoft im Sceel do pennance for a day. 

No certain ftate of Form or Size I keep, 

And tis but very rare | go to Sleep, 

I'm often nam’d and talk'd of, yet by none 
Ph’ Singylar Number - tho’ 1 am but one : 
Of all my Rivals, and \ many know, 

Man is my great and formidable Foe. 

Y'm ne'er with fo much-Pleafure laid afide 

As when my Maiden Miltiifs tums a Bride. 
Ob Man ! 1 oft provoke and baulk thy Flame, 
Thou Lov’ ft me, tho in many things to blame, 
And know’ {t me not thy Friend-- tell what lam, 





A Tranflation of Borleaw’s tenth Satyr 
again{t Marriage. 


O, [ne'er Wed, nov be a Marry’d Slave, 
{ | Fir{t let me loofe whate’er my Birth-right gave: 
Be a Glafs Coach my Younger Brother’s fhare, 
Wiialfe in my Slippers | go take the Air, 
More than Succeffion | my Quiet prize, 
Which to fecure ll fhun all Marriage Ties : 
Thofe to our Foys are ftill a fatal Chain, 
The Happieft Spoufe bas reafon to complain. 
But two good Days make up the Marriage Dofe, 
TheDay you'r Bound and the Bleft Day yourLoofe. 
The Pleafant’{t Thing 1 can in Martiage fee, 
Is the foft Yoy of getting one Day free. 
Sure to that Snare no Bait cou’d draw us in 
But the fweet bopes of getting out again. 
What! Always to the felf fame Woman ty’d, 
Never to part, uniefs Kind Death divide ? 
Till then no hope, not of the leaft Reprieve, 
But Die with Grief to fee a Woman Live # 
Tuo well | love t” enjoy my own Repofe, 
To ftak’t againjt your irkjome Marriage Vows, 
Contras \ bate, anll finifh my Affair 
Without the Lawyer’s, or the Parfon’s Care. 
Love, like fome Plants that feorn theGard nersC are, 
Dies in bot Beds, but thrives in open Air ; 
The fame fuccefs the Marriage Bed may bave, 
Kind Nurfe to Cares, but to all Joys a Grave. 
He that bas once pronounc’d the fatal Yes, 
May bid adieu to all Love’s future Blifs. 
He in bis Lands no longer Runts, but Ploughs, 
Who trucks the Lover’s for the Name of Spoufe. 
Lover or Miftrifs ss a warmer Name, 
More apt to kindle and maintain a flame. 
H’bile we make Love, ftill a new Fondnefs grows, 
Love’s a wild Boy and ne'er rough Fetters knows : 
Livbene’er you offer Limits to his flight, 
fie takes the Wing and leaves you out of fight. 
[nx Joys prefcrib'dl ne'er cowd Pleafure fee ; 
The Name of Husband is too dull for me. 
Much happier Birds that fly from Bough to Bough, 
Tran the Dull Ox that groans beneath the Plough, 
But for one Year they to their Mates ave ty 4, 
The next Year’s Chowe kind Nature docs decide ; 
7? enjoy in Peace what Nature does difpence, 
Andwhen aggriev’d they part without offence. 
No Husband-Birds le pecking at their Wives, 
By Contract beund to Quarrel out their Live. 





hen we make Love al vitt Defeds we bide, 
But fcorn thofe Cares the fatal Knot once ty'd, 
From the firft Tear the Perriwig’s uncomb’d 


The Garb negletted, and the Blockhead’s frun’d A 


Amber and Civet ow's no more of ufe 


Which us’d tomake rb Accomplith’dGallant /priice : 


But for thofe Trifles tho’ we grains allow, 

Why fhoa’d our Reafon be depraved too ? 

Ten thoufand Suits feem running in bis Head : 
Zbe Husband’s living, but the Gallant’s dead ; 
Not one gay word can utter for bis Life, 

In fine, bes quite befotted with a Wife. 
'Twere bard to lay the Fault upon the Prieft ; | 
Tis Wives indced that turn thé Man to Beaft. 
This N----k knew, if you won't take my word, 
In various Courts you'll find it on Record, 

Nay thoufands more the fame Misfortunes mourn: 
Who do net blow, altho’ they wear the Horn. 
But bad | moft rmprudently defign’d, 

To point out all the Martyrs of this kind, 

In a right line deduce the Horned Race, 

I might begin with Father Adam’s Cafe ; 
Wheth'y Eating Fruit was Eve’s peculiar Sin, 
Or that the Snake bad more Familiar been ; 

So dark a Truth, 1 can’t pretend to know, 

If “twere not, yet at leaft st might be fo. 

Winlft | who wow'd from all thefe Queries ru, 
Do Martiage as a Curs’d InfeGion fhun. 





To the Lord Keeper. 


Hofe few like thee, who fo muchWonder vail. 
Who can pretend to‘{mitate or Praife ? 

Tho’ Cowper’s Worth does want no Mufe’s aéd, 

Himjelf at once their Theme and Patron made. 


Whilff ANNA Favours Britain’s darling Son, 
She 1 his Honour beft confults her Own. 
The Englifh Genius bas at laft obtain’d, 
That He that Poft, be beft deferves, bas gain'd , 
Whofe flowing Eloquence and pointed Sence 
Envy difarms of every bold pretence, 


When to your Hands theBritifhSeal was giv’n 

Aftrea fmild, and tho from Earth once dong 

To Vifit You, bas left ber Native Heav’n, 
Others their Luftre from that Seal bave bad , 

You a new Luftre to that Seal will add, 

It muje bereafter in Commiffion be ; 

kor what One Man will dare to follow Thee, 

Whofe Generous Mind and Wifdom does exceed 

All that bave gone before, or will fucceed ? 





Advertifement. 


LIL Gentlemen, Ladies, ce. who have any Ori 

ginal Copies of Verles, Heroical, Humovrou:, Ga!- 
lant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Receinis, 
Songs, Prologwes or Epilogues, &c. proper t> interc 
in this Paper; are defir’d to fend ’em to Gcddaru’s 
Cotlee-Houfe in New-Street near Fetter-Line, Or to B. 
Bragg, che Publifher, atthe Raven in Pater-Nojter-Row, 
and they'll very much oblige the Author, whu wii 
faithtully Infere ’ein, and carefully Correct ‘em. 
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